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hatch which could be opened by the warders for purposes
of investigation. Everything was so civilised that I wished
I could find a little dirt, or a friendly rat or two.

My thoughts were most unpleasant. I had failed, and
innocent people were suffering as the result. My life had
been built upon ambitions which I had not the skill to
achieve. I had meant to be an author on leaving Harrow,
and had had a short story published at the age of eighteen,
but instead of continuing to write I had gone for a
soldier ; and then while a soldier I had dreamed of books
and philosophy. . , I looked at myself now, at the age of
thirty-two, a failure in everything, a muddler who had
not only made a mess of my own affairs, but had placed
the White Lady and Themistocle's relations in danger. The
only lining to the cloud of my oppression was that the
twins had been absent when the house was raided : I
heard afterwards that they accompanied their great-
grandmother to pay a fortunate visit to a relation.

Who was that bawling in the next cell ?

I stood on a chair, listening through the barred window
and heard my friend shouting that he would leave a note
for me in the East latrine of the three that served us. I
howled back an acknowledgment, so loudly that the
warder opened the slot of my door, and I had to explain
that I was singing.

I found the note, read it, and wrote the reply on a
cigarette paper, using a match as pen, and tobacco juice
and ash as ink. By these simple means we established
regular communication between our three selves ; and
had soon composed a complete, circumstantial, and
wholly fictitious account of our adventures prior to
capture.

On the afternoon of the second day, while I was